Combining  the 
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Sundridge  Echo, 
the  Burks  Falls 
Arrow, 
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I  found  coming  to 
Erindale  to  have  a  look  at 
what  was  happening  there 
very  difficult  because  I 
knew  that  I  had  a  very 
heavy  bias  along  with  me. 
First  of  all  Erindale  is  in  the 
very  heart  of  the  suburban 
wasteland.  Don't  let  quaint 
Mississauga  Road  and 
Streetsville  fool  you  into 
thinking  that  you  are  in  the 
country.  Your  college  along 
with  Erin  Mills  are  in  the 
van  of  a  movement  to 
brutalize  the  Credit 
landscape  into  yet  another 
Don  Mills:  another 
"community"  to  prostitute 
the  word)  of  exile  and 
disillusion.  Secondly, 
Erindale  is  so  obviously  a 
campus.  Or,  to  translate  the 
euphemism  "campus",  it  is 
a  ghetto  populated  by 
people  (faculty  and  students 
alike)  living  out  of  the 
public  purse.  A  welfare  state 
ghetto. 


In  1966  a  group  of 
academics  and  support  staff 
associated  with  Erindale  got 
together  and  produced  a 
thing  called  the  User's 
Report.  This  document  was 
to  serve  as  a  manifesto  for 
the  development  of  the 
college  as  well  as  a  catalogue 
for  the  kinds  of  spaces  that 
would  be  appropriate.  A 
curious  schizophrenia  was 
inherent  all  through  the 
text.  While  making  noises 
about  fairly  straight  liberal 
stuff  they  remained  at  the 
same  time  utterly 
unimaginative  and  ordinary. 


The  User's  Report  said  that: 

—  students  should  have 
private,  personal  study 
spaces  —  like  large  carrels. 

—  the  administration 
should  be  accessible. 

—  the  college  should 
contain  a  "meeting  place", 
involving  a  laundry,  bank, 
bookstore,  perhaps  even  a 
Harvey's. 

—  the  whole  scheme  should 
be  "open-minded"  so  that 
further  additions  would  be 
simplified  and  could  take 
place  along  obvious  lines. 

—  the  approach  to  planning 
should  be  analagous  to  the 
plan  of  a  small  town. 


—  air-conditioning  should 
be  assumed  throughout  the 
building. 


—  there  will  be  a  distinction 
between  student  common 
rooms  and  faculty  lounges. 

—  no  full  time  member  of 
the  faculty  should  be 
required  to  share  an  office. 
Teaching  assistants  go  two 
to  an  office. 

—  a  Faculty  Club  would  be 
in  order. 
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I  think  that  these  ideas  are  reasonable.  But  it  is 
a  pity  that  somewhere  along  the  line  they  were  lost 
or  have  not  developed  to  their  full  possibilities.  For 
example,  the  idea  of  the  town  as  a  design  model  is 
getting  somewhere  but  they  shy  away  from 
extending  the  town  into  the  community  at  large. 
They  insist  on  their  isolation,  the  real  world  is  a 
nasty  place.  The  fact  that  a  "Meeting  Place"  had  to 
be  invented,  really  underscores  the  real  problem: 
that  nobody  was  meeting  anybody.  But,  this  makes 
it  more  of  an  insidious  device,  does  this  mean  that 
all  "meeting"  must  take  place  here  —  then  what  is 
it  that  happens  in  the  classrooms?  In  any  case,  this 
"Meeting  Place"  is  skilfully  located  away  from  the 
real  working  spaces  in  the  building  so  as  to  disarm 
any  possible  connection  between  the  two. 


—  In  an  age  when  ecology  is  such  an  issue,  it  seems 
strange  that  they  should  presume  to  build  an 
energy  factory  to  serve  their  hermetically  sealed 
building  shunning  any  natural  energy  in  the 
immediate  surroundings.  They  did  not  even  suggest 
an  investigation  of  the  condition  of  the  air  that  is 
given  to  the  site  by  wind  and  sun.  In  fact,  in  the 
existing  structure,  these  two  vital  elements  are 
ignored  completely. 

—  All  of  these  points  seem  to  lean  towards  the 
idea  of  academic  isolation,  which  nowadays  is 
more  often  called  "a  community  of  scholars"  in 
order  to  insure  its  respectability.  When  in  actual 
fact  it  is  a  cute  political  manoevre  to  solidify  the 
position  of  faculty  as  a  power  faction.  As  in  any 
power  system  it  has  a  very  strict  hierarchical 
system:  an  hierarchy  which  can  be  understood  by 
examining  what  professors  are  in  what  offices.  It  is 
at  this  point  that  one  must  wonder  whether  the 
university  ever  really  thinks  about  what  it  teachers. 
Are  we  to  believe  that  ideas  such  as  participatory 
democracy,  the  equality  of  the  members  of  a 
community,  and  the  free  flow  of  ideas  are  things 
that  we  must  talk  about,  write  about,  and  think 
about,  but  never  actually  believe? 
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With  its  suburban 
setting  already  working 
against  it  any  possibility  of 
community  at  Erindale  is 
finally  destroyed  by  the 
planned  form  now 
proposed.  There  is  an  idea 
that  built  form  should  be 
immediately  understandable 
to  all  of  the  people 
associated  with  it.  When 
you  see  a  corridor  lined 
with  offices  it  is  difficult  to 
realize  just  what  exactly  is 
going  on  in  the  corridor  and 
in  the  offices.  Why  do  they 
feel  that  it  is  necessary  to 
cloister  themselves?'  Are 
they  scared  of  the 
possibility  of  getting  into 
informal  and  spontaneous 
discussions  with  people  who 
are  attempting  to  learn 
something?  It  seems  that 
there  is  a  good  place  for 
spontaneity  and  lively 
discussion  and  this  is  one  of 
the  worst. 


The  idea  that  a  building 
should  be  obviously 
understandable  extends  to 
the  fabric  it  is  made  out  of. 
When  you  build  in  stone,  an 
inevitable  shape  will  evolve. 
Erindale  is  actually  made 
out  of  poured-in-place 
concrete  —  a  rough, 
unevenly  textured 
homogenous  material  that  is 
very  plastic  and  cheap  to 
work  with  if  you  leave  it 
alone.  But,  the  designers  felt 
that  the  natural  qualities  of 
poured  concrete  did  not 
meet  with  their  delicate 
sense  of  the  aesthetic.  So 
they  covered  it  in 
factory-made  identical 
panels  in  order  to  give  it  "an 
even  and  pleasing 
appearance".  And  in  so 
doing,  destroyed  the 
credibility  of  their  building 
material. 
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REFERENDUM... 

NOT  ELECTION! 


FIRST  YEAR: 


Photo  by  Wosolowski  of  Erjndale 


Intramural  B-ball  Champs 


Believe  it  or  not,  this 
motley  crew  of  individuals 
went  out  on  the  basketball 
court  moments  after  this 
picture  was  taken  to  thrash 
Third  Year  47-28  and  give 
First  Year  the  championship 
in  the  premiere  season  of 
the  Erindale  Intramural 
Basketball  League.  The 
fellow  who  appears  to  have 
some  sort  of  problem  with 
his  tummy,  is  none  other 
than  Daryl  Blunt,  who, 
despite  his  handicap, 
provided  16  points  to  the 
First  Year  cause.  In  lieu  of 
flowers,  please  send 
contributions  to  the  Blunt 
Home  for  Unwed  Mothers, 
Box  69,  Poughkeepsie,  N.Y. 
The  man  standing  to  the  left 
of  Mr.  Blunt,  or  Mr.  Rotund 
as    he    more    appropriately 


should  be  called,  is  Brian 
Rooinson     ot      Erindale 

lacrosse  fame,  who  was  high 
point  man  in  the 
championship  game  with 
18.  No  one  can  explain 
who,  or  how,  the  freak  in 
the  striped  jersey  got  in  the 
picture. 

The  game  was  watched 
by  a  packed  stand  of  4 
people,  composed  of  two 
photographers  who  had 
been  tricked  into 
photographing  the  game  by 
the  offer  of  free  beer,  a 
derelict  editor  of  the  sports 
page  in  search  of  copy,  any 
copy,  and  a  disinterested 
Swedish  janitor  who  was 
waiting  for  the  game  to  end 
soon  so  he  could  mop  up 
early  and  go  home. 


The  Fabulous  Pancake  Extravaganza 


by  Paul  Szwarc 

On  Wednesday  the  10th  of  February,  amid 
cries  of  "Go  John  Go!",  "Eat  'em  up!"  and  various 
other  intellectual  observations,  John  Henry 
Hazlewood  won  Erindale 's  first  annual  Pancake 
Eating  Contest.  According  to  the  first  page  of  the 
Erindale  Book  of  Records,  the  time  allotted  for  the 
eating  of  the  five  syrup-coated  pancakes  was  set  at 
one  minute  and  thirty  three  seconds  —  a  new 
record! 

The  rules  of  the  contest  were  as  follows:  each 
contestant  had  to  eat  five  pancakes.  The  catch  was 
that  they  had  to  keep  their  hands  behind  their 
backs,  whilst  they  were  eating. 

The  eleven  male  and  one  female  contestants 
(way  to  go,  Marylou  Bookstore)  made  it  a  very 
enjoyable  spectacle  and  they  should  be 
congratulated  on  their  efforts.  Special  thanks 
should  be  given  to  Doug  Leeies  and  Diane  Warren 
who  made  the  "battered"  pancakes  and  to  Mike 
Freeman,  Paul  Szwarc  and  Paul  Moran  who  ably 
assisted.  Paul  Moran  was  the  organizer  and  official 
timekeeper.  We  also  wish  to  thank  the  cafeteria 
staff  for  use  of  their  facilities  without  which  none 
of  this  idiocy  would  have  occurred. 


IN  DEFENSE  OF  THE  ERINDALIAN 


The  following  is  an  extract  from  a  final 
chapter  in  the  Mass  Media  report  and  we  quote, 
"We  hope  the  weeklies  will  not  be  reluctant  to 
embarrass  the  powerful.  If  the  press  is  not  a  thorn 
in  the  side  of  the  establishment,  it's  a  wart  on  the 
body  politic.  Try  thinking  of  the  press  as  the  loyal 
opposition,  or  a  countervailing  force." 
(Reprinted  without  permission  from  the  Almaguin 
News,  Jan.  27,  1971). 


The      f»»mp      was      «-lr»c«» 

until  the  referee  tossed  up 
the  ball  to  start  the  game 
and  then  the  eventual 
winner  was  never  in  doubt. 
Bruce  Sylvester  and 
Nick  Minichillo  contributed 
10  points  each  and  kept  the 
score  close  until  after  half 
time  when  First  Year, 
throwing  in  reserves  with 
wild  abandon  ran  Sylvester 
and  Minichillo's 
undermanned  Third  Year 
team  right  off  the  court  into 
a  cold  shower  room 
enabling  the  janitor's  wish 
to  come  true. 


The  dust  is  being 
shaken  out  of  the  annual 
SAC  Presidential  election; 
this  traditional  ritual  of 
Spring  at  U  of  T  is  almost 
upon  us.  "Downtown", 
presidential  candidates  are 
cautiously  searching  for 
vice-presidential  running 
mates.  One  hopeful  wants 
someone  from  Erindale  or 
from  Scarborough  to  run 
with  him  —  he's  hoping  the 
election  machinery  can  roll 
for  him  as  it  did  for  Hurd 
and  Miglin  last  spring. 

Do  we  care? 

Last  year,  the 
candidates  rolled  up  to  the 
cafeteria  to  roar  above  the 
luncheon  din  for  five 
minutes  apiece.  Each 
candidate  vows  reverently 
to  "involve"  Erindale,  to  be 
"aware"  of  Erindale's 
wounds  and  virtues.  The 
"'alls  become  floor-to- 
ceiling  campaign  posters; 
the  Varsity  decrees  who  will 
win  (they're  usually  wrong). 
Voting  day  arrives;  the 
winners  are  never  again  seen 
at  Erindale  College.  Every 
opportunity  an  Erindale 
student  has  to  talk  to  the 
elected  officers,  he  is 
rebuffed  with  the  usual 
"out-in-the-sticks"  guffaw. 
After  SAC  has  staggered  out 
to  Erindale  for  the  annual 
meeting  here,  the  members 
spend  the  rest  of  the  year 
complaining  about  the  trek 
to  our  campus. 


TUESDAY  &  WEDNESDAY  - 
INTRAMURAL  CHAMPIONSHIPS 

-  HOCKEY 


One  thing  for  certain. 
The  Second  Year  O'Hearn's 
Heroes  team  will  definitely 
be  in  the  championship  two 
game  total  goal  final 
Tuesday  March  2  and 
Wednesday  March  3  at 
12:30  p.m.  at  Huron  Park 
Arena.  Who  their  opponents 
will  be  was  not  known  by 
the  time  this  issue  went  to 
press  as  the  First  Year 
Freaks  and  Third  Year 
Breeders  failed  to 
cooperate.  The  two  teams 
played  last  Wednesday  to 
decide  who  the  Heroes 
would  play  for  the 
Intramural  League 
Championship,  but  in  a 
highly  spirited,  high  scoring, 
very  exciting  contest  the 
two  teams  might  just  as  well 
not  have  played.  The  5-5 
tie    which    resulted    means 


that  the  two  teams  must 
play  another  sudden  death 
match  on  Monday  March  1, 
to  break  the  tie  and  decide 
the  finalist. 

The  Hero  team  should 
be  well  rested  for  the 
championship  series. 
Perhaps  too  well  rested. 
They  haven't  played  until 
before  Reading  Week,  while 
the  finalist  who  emerges 
from  the  Freak-Breeder 
encounter  will  have  an 
awful  lot  of  momentum 
going  for  them. 

The  fact  that  the 
Breeders  and  the  Freaks  are 
battling  for  a  finalist 
position  is  somewhat  of  an 
oddity. 

The  fourth  place  Freaks 
defeated  a  highly  regarded 
Third  Year  Headhunter 
team  by  the  incredible  score 


erindale  hustlers  lose  out  in  playoffs 

The  Erindale  women's  hockey  team  went  into 
the  last  league  game  undefeated,  with  four  wins  in 
four  games.  St.  Mike's,  also  undefeated,  beat  the 
Hustlers  1-0  in  both  teams'  final  league  game. 

These  two  teams  met  again  in  a  quarter-final 
game  last  week,  which  after  three  periods  of 
close-checking  hockey,  ended  in  a  scoreless  tie. 
There  was  no  ice  time  scheduled  for  the  girls  for 
overtime  play,  and  the  official  decided  the  game  in 
St.  Mike's  favour.  He  based  this  on  the  reasoning 
that  because  St.  Mike's  had  already  defeated 
Erindale  once  in  League  play,  that  they  would  beat 
the  Hustlers  anyway. 

Thanks  to  the  persistent  and  vociferous 
discussion  of  manager  Dave  Michie,  coach  Ronan 
Grogan  and  Father  Grogan,  Grogan's  father,  the 
referee  decided  that  the  matter  was  best  taken  up 
with  the  Benson  Building  Bosses.  This  ended  in  a 
re-match. 

The  re-match,  played  early  one  morning  last 
week,  saw  St.  Mike's  whip  Erindale  3-1.  Karen 
Empey's  goal  was  the  first  of  the  year  to  be  scored 
on  St.  Mike's  goalie. 


For  two  years  I've 
listened  to  SAC  dish  out 
mockery  to  Erindale;  I've 
watched  SAC  give  Erindale 
cursory  specks  of  interest. 
Let  us  suppose  that  the  next 
president  really  wants  to  be 
involved  with  the  Erindale 
campus;  there  are  no 
guarantees  that  the  rest  of 
the  Council  will  support 
him.  We  received  a  50% 
student  council  rebate  this 
year;  next  year's  council 
may  decide  to  give  us 
nothing. 

Nothing  is  close  to  what 
Erindale  gets  now.  We  pay 
$6.50  per  student  for 
membership  in  the 
Association  of  Student 
Councils,  for  the  Varsity, 
for  the  handbook,  for  a 
telephone  directory  (an 
additional  50c  if  you  wish 
to  purchase  one),  and  for 
the  Legal  Aid  Service.  We 
pay  $1.00  each  toward  the 
salary  of  a  campus  centre 
co-ordinator  who  insults  our 
college,  who  doesn't  want 
to  build  a  campus  centre  at 
Erindale,  but  who  expects 
us  to  pay  the  same  price  as 
the  rest  of  U  of  T  for  a 
centre  "downtown".  (Ten 
to  fifteen  dollars  a  year  for 


twenty  years!) 

When  the  candidates 
have  elicited  the  desired 
votes  from  our  students, 
they  ignore  Erindale  until 
they  need  more  votes.  We 
are  investing  $12,000  in  an 
oppressive,  lame-duck 
Council  which  treats  us 
smugly.  This  mouldering 
political  edifice  is  depriving 
us  of  the  funds  we  could  be 
using  to  enrich  the  texture 
of  our  extra-curricular 
atmosphere.  (I'll  elucidate 
this  point  next  issue.)  (ed. 
note:  if  there  is  one!}. 

I  don't  think  we  need 
to  participate  in  another 
SAC  Presidential  election 
campaign.  I  think  we've 
seen  enough  of  SAC's 
attitude  towards  us  to 
decide  whether  or  not  we 
wish  to  continue  to  be 
"politically"  connected 
with  some  "downtown" 
students. 

On  March  18th,  I  look 
forward  to  a  referendum  on 
SAC,  rather  than  an  election 
to  perpetrate  our 
oppression. 

Su  Crowe, 
Erindale  SAC  Rep 
69-70 
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Last   year's    Intramural    Hockey   League  Champions, 
Third  Year. 


of  9-4  with  Dave  Michie 
setting  an  Erindale 
Intramural  League  record  of 
five  goals  in  one  game.  Gary 
Hebor,  the  other  big  cog  in 
the  First  Year  Freak  team, 
accomplished  his  third  three 
goal  performance  this  year. 
A  tip  of  the  Commissioner's 
hat  goes  out  to  these 
sterling  individuals. 

The  Breeders  also 
pulled  off  something  of  a 
minor  upset  by  defeating  a 
team  they  had  been  unable 
to  beat  throughout  the 
regular  season,  the  Mothers 
of  Second  Year.  The  score 
was  4-0  and  Breeder  goalie, 
Peter  Hunchuk,  recorded  his 
first  shutout  of  the  year,  as 
the  Breeders  outchecked 
and  outfought  the  Mothers 
at  every  turn.  The  Breeders' 
defence  was  outstanding 
due  to  the  addition  of 
Sandy    Stewart    and    John 


Kanakos  who  had  sat  out 
the  previous  few  games  for 
the  Third  Year  team. 

This  week  promises  to 
be  very  exciting  what  with 
the  second  Breeder-Freak 
encounter  and  the 
championship  series  to 
follow. 

The  Heroes  achieved 
their  bye  into  the  finals  by 
finishing  in  first  place 
mainly  on  the  sound 
goalkeeping  of  Henry 
Klakurra  and  a  stout 
defence.  In  the  most  pivotal 
game  of  the  season,  they 
defeated  the  Headhunters 
3-1  in  their  final  league 
game. 

If  they  are  to  achieve 
this  same  success  in  the 
championship  series  they 
must  once  again  call  upon 
Mr.  Klakurra  and  the 
defence  to  do  their  duty. 
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Annie  Dyot  emerges  from 
the  Snelgrove  Police  Court 
Building  after  once  again 
evading  a  morals  charge. 
Congrats  Annie.  Hope  to 
see  you  back  on  your  old 
beat  once  again. 


Friendly,  helpful 
inhabitants  were  there  to 
greet  us,  dressed  in 
colourful  native  costumes. 


A  FAIRY  TALE 

Once  upon  a  time,  in  the  kingdom  of  Eladnire, 
which  is  in  the  land  of  Theuoftee,  there  lived  a  dull 
but  witless  lad  who  was,  in  fact,  a  prince. 

Prince  Beaming  was  his  name,  yet  the  youth 
had  never  smiled  ...  or  spoken,  or  walked  or  .  .,. 
Oh,  the  boy  manifested  occasional  flickers  of 
consciousness  and  once  even  a  brief  spasm  of  what 
appeared  to  be  attention  but  these  were  dismissed 
by  the  court  magician  as  "just  a  little  gas". 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  the  king  sent  out  a 
proclamation  to  the  people  of  the  land:  "To  all  ye 
who  are  brave  of  heart,  strong  of  will  and  soft  of 
head,  I  King  of  Eladnire  and  surrounding  township, 
being  of  sound  mind  and  body,  offer  all  parts  of 
my  son's  Body  in  Marriage  to  the  Maid  (no 
questions  asked)  who  can  elicit  any  sort  of 
response  from  the  Prince,  (void  where  prohibited 
by  law). 

The  news  reached  even  the  far  corners  of  the 
land  of  Evor-glens  where  there  lived  a  Princess 
named  Janevieve.  The  Lady,  who  was  renowned 
for  her  flaxen  locks,  her  lovely  face,  and  her  mean 
pool  game,  accepted  the  quest,  for  as  anyone 
knows,  things  are  pretty  dull  in  Evor-glens  (except 
at  the  time  of  the  Autumn  Feast  when  the 
populace  is  invited  to  partake  of  mounds  of 
Roasted  Leaves,  platters  heaped  high  with  Hoar 
Frost  and  all  the  Iced  Loam  you  can  eat).  Packing 
her  trusty  lady-in-waiting,  her  faithful  horse,  a 
couple  of  hirsute  gnomes,  and  dwarf  with  psoriasis, 
the  Lady  set  out. 


by  Annie  Dyot 


A  number  of  unrelatable  adventures  (including 
one  with  a  Phi  Beta  Kappa  fawn  and  an  enchanted 
hockey  team)  later,  she  reached  the  castle  of 
Eladnire. 

The  Prince  proved  to  be  a  formidable 
challenge.  The  first  day  she  arranged  an  extensive 
programme  of  dance  lessons:  the  continental,  the 
Varsity  Drag,  the  Bunny  Hug  (at  this  juncture,  the 
Prince  is  seen  in  the  grasp  of  a  huge  stuffed  rabbit). 
The  second  day  was  a  Touch  Therapy  session  at 
which  time  the  Lady  turned  on  two  gargoyles,  a 
married  fawn  and  an  empty  suit  of  armor,  but  the 
Prince  remained  unmoved.  On  the  third  day,  the 
Lady  pulled  out  all  the  stops.  By  sundown,  every 
drain  in  the  castle  was  plugged  but  the  Prince  did 
not  bat  an  eye. 

However,  the  Prince,  who  was  as  sly  as  a 
radiator,  had  stayed  silent  all  these  years,  not  out 
of  abject  stupidity  but  because  he  was 
intellectually  far  superior  to  all  the  people  in 
Eladnire  or  even  Theuoftee.  He  alone  knew  that 
they  were  all  living  inside  a  fairy  tale  which  would 
have  the  same  ending  no  matter  what  any  of 
them  did. 

And  so  it  did.  The  court  psychiatrist  (who 
doubled  as  the  moat  having  fixated  early  on  a  spigot) 
was  eventually  called  in  to  help  the  Prince.  Totally 
ignoring  the  lad,  he  diagnosed  the  Princess  as  a 
latent  heterosexual  and  they  were  married.  And  of 
course,  they  lived  happily  ever  after  (except  the 
lady-in-waiting  who  married  an  enchanted  hockey 
team  and  then  found  out  that  they  couldn't  score). 


DAYS  OF  WINE  &  PEA  SOUP 


The  fabulous   L'Auberge  du   Blvd.   Laurier  was  our 

home  for  the  weekend.  It  contains  140  steam  heated 
units  —  individually  controlled  —  with  tub,  shower, 
radio,  telephone,  and  the  Irving  Service  Station 
conveniently  close  by. 


par  Fabulous  Pierre 

While  most  of  you  were 
asleep  on  the  morning  of 
Friday,  February  12,  102 
members  of  the  Erindale 
League  for  Fun  and  Profit 
congregated  clandestinely  in 


a  deserted  warehouse  in  the 
caverns  of  downtown 
Toronto,  where,  bundled 
inconspicuously  in  various 
modes  of  winter  attire,  they 
were  whisked  unceremo- 
niously on  their  way  to 
awaiting     danger     and 


romance  in  a  fleet  of  strong, 
corrugated,  aluminum 
buses.  Their  destination, 
known  only  to  themselves 
and  their  drivers,  who  shall 
remain  anonymous,  was 
not,  as  you  may  have 
guessed,  the  annual 
artichoke  festival  in 
Castroville,  California,  but 
the  Carnaval  de  Quebec, 
right  here  in  Kweebeck 
City,  Kweebeck.  Ah 
Carnaval!  Chantons! 
Dansons!  C'Est  Carnaval! 

Dig  the  picture!  One 
hundred  and  two,  that's 
right,  one  hundred  and  two 
beautiful  bodies,  both  male 
and  female,  in  tune  with  the 
hum  of  the  wheels  and  the 
smell  of  the  diesel  fuel  as  we 
droned  our  way  hour  after 


ERINDALIAN  FORMULA 


Congratulations  are  in 
order  for  Klondike  Mike 
and  his  staff.  The  Erindalian 
is  at  its  lowest  ebb,  an 
unprecedented  last  in 
journalistic  endeavour.  The 
readers  were  promised  an 
"entirely  new  format:  old 
jokes,  tired  cliches,  weak 
editorials"  etc.  Obviously, 
the  Weakly  Erindalian  does 
not  live  up  to  its  promises 
nor  its  name.  Instead  the 
readers  are  abused 
aesthetically  and 
intellectually. 

What  great  mind  comes 
up  with  the  originality  week 
after  week?  One  does  not 
have  to  read  the  paper  to 
know  what  is  happening  — 
the  format  is  the  same 
regardless.  The 
ERINDALIAN  FORMULA: 
1  ARTICLE  CONDEMN- 
ING SAGE  -  way  to  go 
Silent  Majority!  A  gold  star 
for  griping  and  taking  no 
action  yourselves.  A  blue 
ribbon  for  originality  of 
complaint  and  a  Band-aid 
Plastic  Strip  for  the 
suffering  and  hardship  you 
have  endured  all  these  years. 
When  you  graduate  who  are 
you  going  to  blame  for  your 
own  laziness,  lack  of 
interest  and  frustrations? 
The    Federal    Government? 

1  ARTICLE 
SUPPORTING  SAGE  - 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen!  The 
remarkable     and     very 


talented  R.  Rudolf  will  now 
perform  his  miraculous  card 
trick.  From  his  magic 
personal  office,  the  Great 
Rudolf  draws  the  dog-eared 
card  "Sage  is  not  a  click"  on 
the  back  of  which  are  listed 
all  the  in-jokes,  telephone 
numbers  and  high  level 
government  jargon.  He 
draws  a  second  card,  "Look 
what  Sage  has  done  for 
you".  The  greasy,  smudged 
card  contains  the  buzz 
words  such  as  'Erindalian', 
'Radio',  'Pub'.  Next,  the 
remarkable  and  very 
talented  R.  Rudolf  will 
juggle  these  two  cards  and 
other  assorted  marked  cards 
and  tell  your  personal 
fortune  for  a  buck  and  a 
quarter.  He  never  promised 
you  a  rose  garden  and  that's 
what  you  got. 

1  COLUMN  OF 
ERINDALE  EVENTS  - 
everything  you  wanted  to 
know  about  activities  .  .  . 
but  were  afraid  to  ask.  John 
Henry  tells  it  like  it  is. 

LETTERS  TO  THE 
EDITOR  -  Hurry,  Hurry, 
Hurry!  Get  your  latest  issue 
of  the  Erindalian.  Marvel  at 
foul  mouths  sounding  off; 
gasp  at  the  injustice  suffered 
by  some  minority  group 
because  of  some  inaccurate 
reporting  on  the  part  of  the 
Erindalian;  throw  up  on  the 
paper     because     of     the 


afore-mentioned. 

1  COLUMN 
CONDEMNING  APATHY 
—  having  heard  so  much 
about  apathy,  who  cares 
anymore?  3  COLUMNS  OF 
LITERARY  ENDEAV- 
OUR/ACHIEVEMENT. 1 
PAGE  SPORTS  -  cryptic 
and  uproariously  funny 
commentary  on  athletics. 

4  COLUMNS  OF 
CRUCIAL  UNIVERSITY 
GOVERNMENT     ISSUES. 

1  ARTICLE 
SLIGHTING  THE 
ERINDALIAN  -  this  article 
is  just  one  in  the  long  series 
of  one  person's  crusade 
against  writing  something 
worthwhile.  1  PART  GIN 
TO  4  PARTS  VERMOUTH. 

You  may  well  be  asking 
yourself  'so  what?'.  Go 
ahead,  see  where  it  gets  you. 
A  quote  comes  to  mind: 
"Mistress  Mary,  quite 
contrary/How  does  your 
garden  grow?/With  cockle 
shells/And  lots  of  manure." 
This  means,  in  terms  of 
Present  Erindalian,  virtually 
nothing.  However,  the 
remains  of  the  paper  do 
bear  a  resemblance  to 
Shayne  and  Wuster  scripts. 
For  this  reason  alone,  the 
paper  should  be  soaked  in 
Dettol.  If  the  paper  is  to  be 
a  farce,  that's  life. 

Maxine  Nihil. 


hour  through  the  St. 
Lawrence  Plain,  the  snow 
getting  deeper,  and  the  air 
getting  colder,  the  mind 
getting  duller,  and  the 
language  getting  bluer,  until, 
"Voila!",  the  natives  had 
become  pretty  well 
Frenchified.  Our  hostelry 
lay  before  us. 

The  fabulous,  tastefully 
decorated,  luxuriously 
appointed  Chateau  de  la 
Boulevard  Laurier,  complete 
with  water  taps,  rubber 
mats,  an  honest-to-goodness 
indoor  toilet,  and  post-cards 
with  1949  Hudsons  on  the 
front. 

For  two  days,  packs  of 
Erindalians  (if  so  quaint  a 
term  may  be  used  for  the 
members  of  our  dear  alma 
mater)  wandered  aimlessly 
throughout  the  streets  of 
Old  Quebec  looking  for 
action,  sex,  violence,  sloth, 
gluttony  and  all  the  rest  of 
the  Seven  Deadly  Sins  (Eng. 
100,  circa  1968). 

Whether  one  found, 
discovered,  and  savoured  all 
these  vices  shall  be  known 
only  in  the  individual  hearts 
of  each  member  of  the 
Quebec  102.  Nevertheless,  a 
thrill  to  delight  every  palate 
was  to  be  found  every  night 
in  the  25  odd  rooms 
allotted     to     the     Erindale 

CARD  PARTY 

Erindale  College:  The 
Erindale  Agricultural  Light 
Bugle  and  Drum  Corps  held 
their  weekly  Tuesday 
evening  card  party  in  the 
Library  with  ten  tables  of 
euchre  being  played.  Ladies' 
high  prize  was  won  by  Miss 
Daisy  Hotz  and  Ladies'  low 
by  Mrs.  Philip  Owow.  Men's 
high  honours  went  to  Mr. 
Cornelius  Waterbury  and 
Men's  low  went  to  Mr. 
Daniel  Pfeister.  The  lone 
hand  prize  was  won  by 
Angus  Grabowski,  who  had 
four,  count  'em,  four  lone 
hands.  Congrats  Angus. 
Newcomers  are  welcome 
every  Tuesday  night  except 
in  Leap  Year  when  we  play 
one  game  more. 

STAPH  THIS  ISSUE 

Klondike  Mike,  The  Great 
Gilhooly,  Grinch,  Norval 
Norm,  The  Amazing  Colossal 
Bore,  Annie,  Maxine,  and  a 
Rhodesian  Ridgeback  named 
Andrew.  We're  all  mad.  Mad, 
MAD! 


contingent.  The  sounds  of 
merrymaking,  giggling  girls, 
and  guffawing  guys,  were 
amplified  from  room  to 
room,  through  paper  thin 
motel  walls.  Here  and  there 
cute  little  knocking  noises 
could  be  heard  as 
neighbours  communicated 
through  a  form  of  primaeval 
semaphore  by  rapping  their 
knuckles,  or  fists,  or  feet, 
maybe  even  their  heads, 
upon  the  wall. 

When  at  last  it  came 
time  for  us  to  leave,  we 
didn't.  Old  Bonhomme 
must  have  wanted  us  to  stay 
another  day  as  he  made  it 
impossible  for  us  to  leave, 
by  blanketing  Quebec  in  a 
layer  of  heavy,  beautiful 
white  snow. 

As  the  Erindalians  lay 
dormant,  a  fantastic  verbal 
battle  was  staged  between 
the  bus  drivers,  the  motel 
management  and  the  tour 
organizers  as  to  who  would 
pay  for  the  extra  night's 
accommodation.  As  the 
storm  outside  raged  on 
through  the  night,  so  too 
did  the  battle  in  the  motel 
office. 


LAST  WEEK'S 
WEATHER  REPORT 

Last  week's  high 
temperature  was  38  and  the 
lowest  recorded 
temperature  was  18.  The 
week  consisted  of  frequent 
sunny  periods  with  cloudy 
intervals  and  occasional 
rain,  sleet,  hail,  and  blinding 
snow.  The  winds  were  either 
westerly,  easterly, 
northerly,  or  southerly, 
depending  on  the  direction 
of  the  wind,  anywhere  from 
2  to  43  mph.  A  week  of 
weather  similar  to  this  one 
occurred  in  the  week  of 
March  21,  1928  in  Killaloe, 
Ontario.  The  outlook  for 
next  week  is  much  of  the 
same,  only  different, 
weather  permitting. 
However,  despite  this  bleak 
outlook,  we  are  assured  by  a 
member  of  Erindale's 
Geography  Department  that 
the  weather  should  get 
warmer  by  the  time 
Dominion  Day  celebrations 
begin. 

As  the  dawn  broke  on  a 
beautiful,  sunny, 
plowed-road  day,  the  air 
was  filled  with  tension.  The 
buses  were  fired  up,  and  the 
Erindalians,  having  secured 
their  gear,  huddled  inside 
the  buses,  afraid  not  to 
speak.  The  air  was  filled 
with  tension.  Minutes 
passed.  There  was  not  a  bus 
driver  in  sight.  Who  would 
pay  for  the  extra  night's 
accommodation?  The 
Erindalians  were  becoming 
restless.  It  was  getting  cold 
again  and  still  the  buses  did 
not  m  ove.  The  1 02 
members  of  the  EC 
contingent  possessed  a 
collective  I-wanna-go-home 
look.  Suddenly,  without 
warning,  the  bus  drivers  and 
the  tour  organizers  bolted 
from  the  motel  office  door 
and  before  you  could  say 
"coup  de  grace",  a  slight 
flick  of  the  wrist,  a  thrust  of 
the  foot,  and  the  bus  drivers 
had  the  whole  crew 
chugglin'  on  down  the  line 
in  a  matter  of  a  few  seconds 
with  the  QPP  in  hot  pursuit. 
Tune  in  next  week  for  the 
dull,  boring,  bone-headed 
conclusion  of  the  Quebec 
Winter  Carnival  Caper  of 
"How  I  survived  Hell  on 
Wheels".  And  now  a  word 
from  our  sponsor. 


ERINDALE  PERSONAL 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harry 
Witherspoon  recently  visited 
their  lovely  daughter  who  is 
staying  at  the  girls' 
residence  at  Erindale 
College.  Their  daughter, 
Mary  Witherspoon,  is  a  first 
year  major  in  political 
subterfuge  at  the  college 
and  comes  to  the  college  all 
the  way  from  East 
Gwillimbury  Township. 
Hope  they  had  a  pleasant 
visit,  Mary! 

E  rind  al  e's  Pamela 
Spoon  and  Nehemiah 
Nozdrul  were  recently 
awarded  a  year's  supply  of 
Kleen  Klay  for  their 
winning  performances  in  the 
Erindale  Public  Speaking 
Contest.  Their  topic  was, 
"How  I  remembered 
Rememberance  Day  because 
you  wouldn't  let  me 
forget".  The  contest  was 
sponsored  by  a  group  of 
Erindale  professors  from 
local  Branch  102  of  the 
League  for  Juvenile 
Deliquency. 

A  miscellaneous  shower 
was  held  last  week  for 
Erindale's  Denise 
Doe-Smith.  She  received 
many  lovely  and  useful 
miscellaneous     gifts.     Miss 


Doe-Smith  will  be  having  a 
White  Elephant  Sale  next 
Sunday  evening  in  St. 
Obadiah's  hall  south  of  the 
Erindale  campus  to  raise 
money  for  her  boyfriend's 
bail  fund. 

Prof,  and  Mrs.  Harry 
Iconowitz  of  the  Erindale 
Zoological  Society  recently 
began  their  self-imposed 
three-day  fast  to  show  their 
support  for  the  thousands 
of  dewy  earth  worms  which 
will  be  eradicated  in  the 
addition  of  an  athletic  and 
academic  wing  to  the 
Erindale  College  New 
Building.  Prof.  Iconowitz 
stated  that  earth  worms  are 
instrumental  in  maintaining 
the  ecological  balance  of  the 
Erindale  Campus  by  leaving 
body  castings  'eight  times 
their  own  weight  every  day 
in  the  college  soil.  And  after 
all,  Prof.  Iconowitz  stated, 
"They're  just  like  us. 
They've  got  a  wife  and  kids 
to  support  too". 

See  you  next  week  with 
more  juicy  tidbits  from  the 
world  of  mediocrity.  Send 
all  newsworthy  items  to 
Box  5,  Cudworth 
Saskatchewan. 
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paper  not  because  we  have  to  do  it,  but  because  we 
want  to  do  it. 

The  interest  1  now  possess  in  keeping  the 
Erindalian  going  for  the  rest  of  the  year  is  about 
the  same  as  most  of  yjnirs.  Zilch!  Many  of  those 
who  complain  most  about  the  paper  not  coming 
out  are  those  w*n73*" "throughout  all  their  many 
months  at  this  college  have  lifted  their  pens  only 
when  essay  or  exam  time  rolls,  around. 
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manure  wagon  a  few  weeks  ago  in  a  plain, 
unmarked  paper  bag.  the  guys  who  handed  it  to  me 
must  have  said,  chuckling  to  themselves,  "There's 
one  born  even,'  minute".  Yes,  I'm  beginning  to  feel 
like  a  six  foot  high  Tootsie  Roll  Pop. 

This  past  week,  tnere  was  no  Erindalian. 
People  indignantly  TaTTre  up  to  me  and  said,  "Why 
isn't  there  a  paper  this  week?"  I  said,  "Because 
there's   no  news!".   Apparently,   the   Erindalian  is 
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